THE  OPPRESSOR 


By  Rev.  D.  V.  LUCAS,  D.D.,  Qrimab;’,  Ont. 

“So  I returned,  and  considered  all  the  oppressions  that  are 
done  under  the  sun  : and  behold  the  tears  of  such  as  were 
oppressed,  and  they  had  no  comforter ; and  on  the  side  of  their 
oppressors  there  was  power;  but  they  had  no  comforter.” — 
Ecclesiastes  iv.  1. 

What  a storehouse  of  ammunition  is  this  great  Book  of 
God  ! Therewis  no  work  for  God  or  humanity,  no  battle 
for  righteousness  and  truth,  no  war  against  sin  and  wrong- 
doing for  which  provision  is  not  made  here,  so  that  every 
soldier  of  Christ  may  here  find  his  armor  and  his  rations, 
his  field  instructions,  and  inspirations  to  loyalty  and  deeds 
of  daring,  in  the  overturning  of  the  citadel  of  sin  and 
subjugation  of  this  redeemed  world  to  Christ. 

Solomon  had  written  what  men  in  later  years  have 
called  the  first,  second  and  third  chapters  of  the  book  of 
Ecclesiastes.  Before  taking  up  his  pen  to  write  what  is 
now  called  the  fourth  chapter,  he  took  /rom  his. royal 
library  some  of  his  father’s  manuscript  Psalms.  His  eye 
fell  upon  what  men  now  call  “ the  tenth  Psalm.”  He 
found  there  a description  of  an  oppressor.  Will  the 
reader  carefully  note  this  portraiture  ; 

THE  OPPRESSOR  DESCRIBED. 

“ His  mouth  is  full  of  cursing  and  deceit  and  fraud  - 
under  his  tongue  is  mischief  and  vanity.  He  sitteth  in 
the  lurking  places  of  the  villages;  in  the  secret  places 
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doth  he  murder  the  innocent;  his  eyes  are  privily  set 
against  the  poor.  He  lieth  in  wait  secretly  as  a lion 
in  his  den ; he  lieth  in  wait  to  catch  the  poor ; he  doth 
catch  the  poor  when  he  draweth  him  into  his  net/* 

He  hath  said  in  his  heart,  God  hath  forgotten;  he 
hideth  his  face ; he  will  never  see  it.  Arise,  O Lord, 
O God,  lift  up  thine  hand.’^  ‘‘  Break  thou  the  arm  of  the 
wicked  and  the  evil  man.**  “Judge  the  fatherless  and 
the  oppressed  that  the  man  of  the  earth  may  no  more 
oppress.** 

Here  was  inspiration  from  the  royal  father*s  pen  and 
heart  to  give  the  royal  son  a forceful  start  for  his  fourth 
chapter.  Reading  it,  meditating  on  it,  and  probably 
praying  over  it,  he  replaced  the  manuscript  and  sat  down 
again  to  a continuation  of  his  task. 

^‘So  I returned  (from  reading  the  MS.)  and  considered 
all  the  oppressions  that  are  done  under  the  sun : and 
behold  the  tears  of  such  as  are  oppressed  and  they  had 
no  comforter.** 

“ I considered.** 

The  word  must  mean  much  more  than  a passing  thought. 
When  the  Master  says,  “ Consider  the  lilies,  how  they 
grow,**  He  means  very  much  more  attention  on  the  part 
of  rational  men  than  He  expects  from  the  irrational  horse, 
which  inspects  them  for  a mere  moment  to  see  whether  or 
not  they  are  good  provender. 

THEY  DO  NOT  CONSIDER. 

How  many  are  there  all  around  about  us  who  think  as 
little  and  with  no  higher  motive  than  the  horse  respecting 
those  things  which  concern  their  own  and  their  neighbor*s 
welfare  for  time  and  eternity?  If  this  utter  thoughtless- 
ness were  confined  to  the  professedly  indifferent  “ man  of 
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the  earth  ” we  might  mourn  for  him,  but  should  not  be 
surprised  ; but  when  we  find  it  in  the  Church,  where  so 
many  who  say  they  are  Christ’s  are  heedless  of  Christ’s 
honor  or  the  welfare  of  those  for  whom  He  died,  we  are 
astonished  and  grieved  that  there  should  be  found  in 
Christendom  that  contradiction,  V Christian  indifference.” 

It*  it  were  something  of  modern  times  only,  we  should 
have  reason  for  mourning,  but  when  we  note  that  in  other 
days  men  who  counted  themselves  the  Lord’s  were  as  bad 
as  many  are  to-day,  we  mourn  for  the  past  as  well  as  for 
the  present.  “ Israel  doth  not  know  ; my  people  doth  not 
consider.” 

The  daily  records  of  the  doings  of  the  drink  traffic  are 
something  like  the  varied  arrangements  of  colors  in  the 
kaleidoscope.  Almost  any  one  of  the  pictures  startles  us, 
but  the  instrument  being  turned,  presents  us  with  a new 
combination  of  colors,  and  we  straightway  forget  what 
manner  of  picture  went  before.  The  murder  of  to-day 
displaces  the  remembrance  of  the  suicide  of  yesterday. 
The  oft -repeated  tale  of  horror  (to  the  inconsiderate) 
blunts  and  deadens  the  faculties,  and  we  grow  indifferent 
because  we  get  used  to  it.  The  keen  edge  of  moral 
susceptibility  becomes  dull,  and  we  are  no  longer  moved 
by  these  narratives  of  sin  and  suffering  and  wrong  as  we 
were  at  the  first.  To  those  who  “ consider  ” them,  these 
evils  are  just  as  bad  as  the  like  evils  were  long  years  ago. 
Their  repetition  and  long  continuance  should  only  awaken 
our  zeal  the  more,  and  make  us  feel  more  keenly  the  dis- 
grace of  their  daily  repetition. 

THE  OFT-TOLD  TALE. 

It  has  been  my  habit  for  several  years  to  clip  from  the 
newspapers  these  ghastly  records,  and  when  I have  accu- 
mulated a large  number,  take  a spare  hour  or  two  and 
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paste  them  on  sheets  one  below  another,  and  now  and  then 
read  over  the  long  list. 

What  a record  of  hell ! What  Christian  heart  could 
be  unmoved  What  an  incentive  to  earnest  endeavor  ! 
What  an  opportunity  for  Christ  and  humanity  ! 

Stabbing,  cutting,  wounding,  brutal  assaults,  homicide, 
parricides,  infanticide,  suicide  and  murder  in  every  form, 
all  the  outcome  of  the  liquor  traffic. 

No  wonder  the  grog-seller  said,  concerning  his  business, 
when  everybody  was  excited  over  a suicide  which  had 
occurred  through  drink : “ Gentlemen,  it’s  a damnable 

business,  but  there  is  money  in  it.” 

“ I considered  ” the  wrongs  which  innocent  sufferers  have 
to  endure'f  the  blasphemy  and  insult  to  God  and  His  Son, 
growing  out  of  it ; the  disgrace  of  it  to  our  civilization  and 
our  Christianity ; the  contradiction  of  every  principle  of 
political  economy  and  common-sense ; the  stupidity  of  the 
nations  that  permit  its  continuance.  When  I think  of  it 
I often  ask.  Are  we  even  yet  more  than  half  civilized  ? 

What  will  our  grandchildren  think  of  us  when  they 
come  to  peruse  the  records  of  our  police  courts  ? Oh,  that 
is  nothing.  What  will  God  think  of  us  when  we  face  the 
judgment?  What  will  we  think  of  ourselves?  We  are 
not  doing  our  best.  What  will  those  poor  souls  who  have 
gone  down  to  eternal  despair  through  the  drink  traffic 
think  of  us,  when,  had  we  been  more  in  earnest,  we  might 
have  led  their  captivity  captive.  We  might  long  ago  have 
destroyed  the  destroyer.  We  think  the  Hindoo  wicked 
and  stupid  because  he  built  a juggernaut  and  rolled  it 
through  the  streets  now  and  then,  permitting  those  frenzied 
ones  who  would,  to  throw  themselves  under  its  ponderous 
wheels.  Where  their  car  has  crushed  one  ours  has 
crushed  one  thousand,  yea  ten  thousand. 
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Old  systems  of  political  despotism,  tyranny,  serfdom 
and  slavery  are  all  thrown  into  the  shade  when  compared 
with  the  oppression  which  this  legalized  system  entails 
upon  our  race.  Those  affected  the  body,  this  the  immortal 
soul  as  well. 

THE  TEARS  OF  THE  OPPRESSED. 

‘‘  Behold  the  tears  of  such  as  are  oppressed.^’ 

A young  girl  came  to  me  and  said  : ‘‘Mr.  Lucas,  three 
years  ago  my  mother  died.  She  made  me  promise  that  I 
would  be  a mother  to  the  little  ones.  My  father  drinks 
up  all  he  earns  and  has  now  begun  to  drink  also  what  my 
two  little  brothers  earn,  till  I have  not  one  dollar  left  to 
enable  me  to  fulfil  my  pledge  to  my  dying  mother.’^  I did 
everything  in  my  power  to  try  and  reform  that  man ; but 
the  grog-shop  has  more  power  than  our  moral  suasion  when 
once  it  gets  its  grip  upon  these  men.  Two  years  later,  all 
those  little  ones  that  dying  mother  left  behind  her  were  in 
jail  for  stealing. 

A young  wife  left  her  bed  on  a cold  night  to  open  the 
outer  door  for  her  inebriate  husband.  While  she  was 
shutting  it,  he  staggered  through  the  inner  door,  and  shut- 
ting it  the  spring  locked  her  out  in  the  bitter  cold.  How 
she  came  down  to  her  death  was  wrung  from  her  by  her 
father  a little  before  her  loving  and  faithful  spirit  took  its 
flight. 

A woman  at  Masterton,  New  Zealand,  went  to  a grog- 
seller  and  besought  him,  with  tears,  not  to  sell  her  husband 
any  more  liquor,  as  both  she  and  her  children  were  becom- 
ing very  much  afraid  of  him  when  he  was  under  its  influ- 
ence. That  grog-seller  took  her  by  the  shoulders  and 
shoved  her  violently  into  the  street.  In  less  than  a fort- 
night the  husband,  supplied  with  liquor  by  that  same 
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grog-seller,  killed  the  poor  woman  and  their  four  children 
with  an  axe.  Behold  the  sufferings  and  the  tears  of  such 
as  are  oppressed. 

One  said  in  our  meeting  : “ I have  often  gone  supperless 
to  bed  because  my  father  was  a drunkard.  Literally 
starving,  I one  day  took  a bun  from  a counter  in  a store. 
My  father,  being  told  of  it,  very  nearly  beat  me  to  death.’' 

“ Have  you  no  shoes,  my  boy  said  a friend  of  mine  to 
a barefooted  little  fellow  on  a cold  winter’s  day.  The 
poor  child  began  to  cry,  saying,  “ Sir,  a lady  gave  me  a 
pair  of  shoes,  but  mother  sold  them  for  beer.” 

700,000  IN  ENGLAND  ALONE. 

Behold  the  tears  of  such  as  are  oppressed.  700,000  of 
such  in  the  British  Isles  alone,  so  the  English  philanthro- 
pists tell  us.  Who  will  count  the  tears  of  these  innocent 
thousands  ] 

A delicate,  refined  and  educated  lady  whose  husband 
died  on  the  field  of  battle  in  the  late  American  war,  had 
left  to  her  one  little  son  (the  image  of  his  loyal  father),  to 
whom  she  clung  with  greatest  tenderness.  The  large- 
hearted  lad  was  enticed  into  the  saloon.  There  he  acquired 
the  drink  habit,  and  while  under  the  influence  of  drink 
killed  his  companion.  He  was  hanged,  and  the  tender, 
loving  mother  went  raving  mad,  and  there  she  is  at  this 
day  constantly  rocking  an  empty  cradle  (in  an  asylum), 
thinking  it  is  her  little  Willie  who  is  in  it. 

A beautiful  girl  of  sixteen  years  was  the  only  child  of  a 
drunken  father,  who  scarcely  ever  came  home  intoxicated 
without  beating  her  mother,  whom  she  often  tried  to  per- 
suade to  leave  him.  On  coming  in  one  day,  he  knocked 
her  mother  down,  seized  her  by  the  hair  and  was  dragging 
her  about  the  floor,  beating  her  until  his  own  hands  were 
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stained  with  her  blood.  The  poor  child,  in  defence  of  her 
helpless  mother,  seized  an  axe  and  felled  her  father  dead 
with  one  blow.  From  that  moment  to  this  hour  that 
beautiful  girl  is  bereft  of  reason. 

O God  ! we  behold  the  tears  of  such  as  are  oppressed. 

A mother  in  New  York,  a few  weeks  ago,  found  herself 
obliged  to  have  her  only  boy,  whom  she  tenderly  loved, 
arrested  for  drunkenness.  While  he  was  being  tried,  the 
mother  witnessing  against  him,  she  suddenly  started,  and 
putting  her  hands  on  her  heart,  cried,  Oh,  John,  you  are 
breaking  my  heart,’'  and  fell  dead  upon  the  floor  of  the 
court  room. 

The  time  would  fail  me  to  tell,  in  addition  to  the  daily 
records  the  papers  give  us,  of  the  sorrows  and  the  tears 
which  I have  witnessed  as  a pastor,  and  as  (with  a wider 
opportunity)  a temperance  advocate  in  all  parts  of  the 
earth. 

“ My  heart  is  pained,  my  soul  is  sick  with  every  day’s 
complaints.” 

‘‘Oh,  for  a lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness.”  Nay,  beg- 
ging the  poet’s,  pardon,  that  is  cowardly. 

Oh,  for  more  power  to  awaken  Christendom  ! 

DOES  IT  NOT  MOVE  YOU? 

Dear  reader,  do  you  not  feel  ashamed  for  Christianity’s 
sake  ? Don't  you  feel  your  very  blood  boil  with  indigna- 
tion 1 Must  these  mourning  tliousands  be  oppressed  and 
always  weep  because  of  this  oppression  Will  we  not  at 
least  cry  night  and  day  to  God  that  He  may  raise  up  a 
Moses  to  lead  us  out  of  this  Egypt  into  a better  land  f 
Could  we  but  get  a glimpse  at  any  moment  of  all  the 
mourning  and  the  tears ; yea,  sometimes  of  the  grief  that 
is  too  deep  for  tears,  when  hearts  are  nigh  unto  breaking 
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because  of  the  liquor  traffic,  it  would  literally  overwhelm 
any  compassionate  mind.  We  cannot  “consider’’  this 
subject  without  “beholding  the  tears  of  such  as  are 
oppressed.” 

“ On  the  side  of  their  oppressors  there  was  power.” 
David  has  given  us  the  picture  of  an  oppressor.  Accord- 
ing to  that  wise  writer,  he  is  one  who  “sits  in  the  lurking 
places  of  the  villages”  for  the  purpose  of  “drawing  the 
poor  into  his  net”  and  “murdering  the  innocent.” 

David’s  wise  and  royal  son  tells  us  that  this  oppressor 
lias  power.  That  is,  has  power  to  sit  in  lurking  places 
that  he  may  secretly,  as  a lion  in  liis  den,  lie  in  wait  to 
draw  men  into  his  net  and  catch  and  murder  them.  I 
confess  I do  not  know  to  what  class  of  persons  the  royal 
father  and  the  royal  son  here  refer,  but  I avow  that  the 
saloon-keeper  of  to-day  (to  employ  a phrase  which  has  been 
lifted  up  to  common  parlance)  literally  “ fills  the  bill.” 
Perhaps  the  words  of  both  the  father  and  the  son  were 
intended  more  for  our  day  than  for  their  own.  At  any 
rate,  they  fit.  They  belong  to  the  present,  so  we  need  not 
trouble  ourselves  inquiring  to  whom  they  applied  three 
thousand  years  ago. 

THE  OPPRESSOR  HAS  POWER. 

“ On  the  side  of  their  oppressors  there  is  power.” 
Power  ! Power  to  sit  in  the  lurking  places  of  the  villages 
and  lie  in  wait  and  catch  and  murder  men  ? 

You  surely  mean  if  such  men  have  any  power  it  must 
be  in  some  pagan  or  cannibal  country,  or  some  heathen 
land  where  men  know  not  God  or  anything  of  our  superior 
civilization?  Nay,  my  brother,  I mean  that  right  here  in 
these  Christian  lands,  such  as  England,  Canada,  the  United 
States,  Australia,  New  Zealand,  there  are  men  by  the  ten 
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thousand  who  sit  in  the  lurking  places  of  the  villages  to 
catch  the  poor  (especially  inexperienced  youth)  by  every 
device  Satan  can  suggest  to  draw  them  into  their  net  and 
drag  them  down  to  the  felon’s  cell  and  the  murderer’s 
gallows. 

I was  so  struck  with  the  youthful  and  hardened  appear- 
ance of  the  inmates  of  the  Kingston  penitentiary  at 
Portsmouth,  England,  that  I asked  the  venerable  Warden 
how  many  of  these  young  men  came  here  through  drink. 
He  replied  : “Nearly  every  one  of  them,  Mr.  Lucas.” 

Yes,  my  reader,  right  here  and  now.  These  “oppressors” 
have  power ; power  to  do  these  very  things  so  graphically 
and  so  faithfully  described  by  David  in  the  tenth  Psalm. 

Power?  Why,  how  can  they  have  power  to  do  these 
things  in  a Christian  land  ? Aren’t  we  a free  people  ? And 
if  a free  people,  how  can  “oppression”  dwell  among  us? 

Well,  that  thousands  are  oppressed,  and  that  those 
among  us  who  “ consider  ” behold  their  tears,  there  is  no 
denying.  That  we  are  a free  people  in  the  civil  and  politi- 
cal sense,  cannot  be  gainsaid ; yet,  if  there  dwell  among 
us  any  who  are  oppressed,  and  thousands  of  these  wholly 
innocent  of  wrong-doing,  then  freedom  has  not  yet  attained 
unto  the  fulness  of  her  stature  or  reached  the  height  of  her 
God-ordained  possibilities. 

But  by  what  means  can  men  obtain  power  to  sit  in  the 
lurking  places  of  the  villages  and  lie  in  wait  for  the  pur- 
pose of  drawing  other  men  into  their  net  and  catching  and 
murdering  them  ? The  drink  habit  has  become  woven 
with  our  civilization.  It  is  a bad  thread  in  the  texture  of 
society,  but  society  has  got  used  to  it,  and  we  easily  per- 
suade ourselves  that  “ what  is,  is  right.” 

Man  is  a very  conservative  being.  It  is  a common  say- 
ing in  England  that  “ even  the  Radicals  are  conservative,” 
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which  is  perfectly  true  in  respect  to  many  things  that 
ought  to  be  rooted  out.  As  it  is  difficult  to  teach  an  old 
dog  new  tricks,  so  it  is  difficult  to  teach  an  old  nation  new 
ways,  God  himself,  in  past  ages,  recognized  this  sad  fact 
when  giving  command  to  His  people  to  exterminate  some 
of  the  tribes  or  nations  round  about  them,  as  He  himself 
did  directly  when  He  sent  the  flood  to  destroy  those  who 
would  not  be  reformed. 

How  do  these  get  the  power  to  hurt  their  kind  ? They 
pay  something  for  it  into  the  national  treasury.  It  has^ 
been  found  an  easy  way  to  raise  a revenue.  What  sur- 
prises me  is  that  the  highwayman  did  not  get  in  ahead 
of  the  grog-seller  with  that  argument.  I wish  he  had. 
Much  less  harm  would  have  been  done  our  race. 

WHICH  WOULD  YOU  CHOOSE? 

Two  pictures  are  before  me  : In  the  one,  a robber  has 
his  pistol  pointed,  and  is  saying,  “Your  money  OR  your 
life.’^  In  the  other  a grog-seller  is  holding  out  his  bottle^ 
saying,  “ Your  money  AND  your  life.’’ 

If  it  is  revenue  they  are  after,  I donT  know  that  it 
would  make  much  difference  with  conscienceless  officials 
from  whom  they  get  it ; so  I say,  give  the  license  to  the 
highwayman.  I speak  for  every  parent  when  I say  that 
I would  far  rather  have  my  boy  fall  by  the  bullet  of  the 
robber  than  by  the  bottle  of  the  publican. 

How  strange  it  is,  however,  that  more  noise  is  made 
over  one  that  is  slain  by  the  former  than  over  a score  by 
the  latter  method.  How  do  we  account  for  this  queer 
inconsistency'?  On  the  ground  of  our  not  being  used 
to  it.  That  is  all.  We  can,  as  a rule,  get  used  to  any- 
thing and  then  grow  indifferent.  But  do  not  these  men 
who  give  authority  to  some  to  sit  in  the  lurking  places 
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to  entice,  to  ensnare  and  destroy,  know  that  they  must 
render  an  account  to  God  ? Have  they  no  share  in  the 
killing^  Will  not  the  Judgment  day  reveal  it?  Is  it 
lawful  (in  any  righteous  sense)  to  put  such  money  into 
the  treasury  of  a Christian  nation  when  it  is  the  price  of 
blood  ? 

These  oppressors  have  votes  and  they  can  control  votes. 
That  these  oppressors  are  masters  of  the  ballot-box,  is 
becoming  more  and  more  apparent,  especially  in  the 
United  States.  That  this  very  thing  is  becoming  a 
source  of  anxiety  in  England,  is  clear  from  the  warning 
words  spoken  by  even  so  high  an  authority  as  Lord 
Rosebery  who,  at  Birmingham,  lately  said,  ‘‘No  one  can 
deny  that  much  of  the  crime  and  pauperism,  and  almost 
all  the  degradation  prevalent  in  this  country  are  attributed 
to  drink.  It  is  becoming  too  great  a power  in  the  State. 
I go  so  far  as  to  say  that  if  the  State  does  not  soon  control 
the  liquor  traffic,  it  will  control  the  State.” 

POLITICIANS  BOW  AT  THIS  SHRINE. 

Political  parties  have  ignominiously  bowed  at  the  shrine 
of  this  evil  deity.  There  is  no  political  party  at  this  hour 
that  does  not  tremble  before  this  tyrant.  Which  of  them, 
in  any  land  I have  named,  has  the  courage  to  face  it  ? 
Propped  up  in  the  United  States  by  a thousand  million  of 
dollars,  and  in  England  by  as  much  more.  Here  is  work 
for  Christian  people.  Christian  effort  seems  to  be  the  one 
great  means  by  which  giant  sins  have  been  and  must  yet 
be  destroyed.  When  twelve  men  were  sent  by  Moses  as 
spies  to  report  respecting  the  strength  of  their  difficulties, 
two  of  them  said,  “We  can  overcome  them  for  God  is  on 
our  side.”  But  ten  of  them  said,  “We  cannot  for  we  are 
as  grasshoppers  in  comparison  with  them.” 
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The  people  listened  to  the  word  of  the  ‘‘  grasshoppers,” 
and  the  result  was  that  the  people  had  to  wander  thirty- 
eight  years  longer  in  the  wilderness,  and  all  those  sins 
went  on  undiminished  because  God’s  people  lacked  faith 
and  courageous  ambition. 

One  of  our  greatest  statesmen  has  said,  ‘‘  When  the 
churches  take  the  matter  in  hand,  the  liquor  traffic  will 
be  stopped,  but  not  until  then.” 

We  are  plagued  with  grasshoppers.  They  have  been  a 
pest  through  all  ages.  When  will  we  be  men  and  acquit 
us  like  men  of  God,  doing  valiant  battle  for  God  and  for 
the  subjugation  of  sin. 

Down  with  the  oppressor  and  up  with  the  people.  How 
many  weeping  and  suffering  thousands  there  are  who  will 
thank  us  in  time  and  eternity  for  lifting  the  heel  of  this 
tyrant  oppressor  from  their  galled  necks. 

THE  CHURCH  NOT  IN  EARNEST. 

It  is  a pitiable  sight  to  see  a servant  of  Christ  so  har- 
nessed to  any  political  party  that  he  cannot  help  to  pull 
the  chariot  of  God  into  a higher  plane. 

We  are  slaves  when  we  are  so  bound  to  party  that  our 
conscience  cannot  be  consulted  when  we  go  to  the  polls. 

If  your  party  is  able  to  help  you  out  of  difficulty  in  the 
day  of  judgment,  by  all  means  cling  to  it. 

I think  an  approving  conscience  will  be  of  much  more 
service  to  you  in  that  day.  Then,  hold  yourself  free  to 
act  at  all  times  as  circumstances  require. 

We  must  aim  at  sending  to  our  legislative  halls  men 
who  fear  God  and  love  their  race. 

As  yet  the  Church  has  not  taken  the  matter  seriously 
in  hand  farther  than  the  mere  creation  of  sentiment.  Of 
course,  nothing  can  be  done  in  the  direction  of  moral 
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reform  without  sentiment,  neither  can  anything  be  done 
with  sentiment  alone. 

Powder  is  a perfectly  harmless  thing  without  the  addi- 
tional element  of  fire,  and  then  serves  no  purpose  unless 
its  forces  are  orderly  marshalled  within  the  parallel  lines 
of  a gun-barrel. 

There  are  thousands  of  Christian  congregations  in 
Canada  holding  solidly  the  sentiment  of  Prohibition,  but 
these  congregations  are  in  no  sense  organized  along  Pro- 
hibition lines  so  as  to  enable  them  to  act  togetlier  and 
thereby  produce  an  effect  which  would  be  as  much  greater 
than  what  they  can  do  without  such  organization  as  the 
avalanche  is  greater  than  the  boy’s  snow-ball. 

The  cause  is  worthy  of  the  best  efforts  of  the  Church. 
It  will  require  hard  toil  and  self-denial,  but  that  is  what 
we  are  here  for. 

Christianity  is  not  a bit  of  dilettanteism  intended  to 
turn  us  into  butterflies  that  we  may  sip  a little  honey 
from  every  flower  by  the  wayside. 

Practical  Christianity  is  a soldier’s  armor.  We  have 
fighting  to  do  for  God.  The  sooner  we  are  into  the  heat 
of  the  battle  the  better  for  humanity  and  the  sooner 
will  arrive  the  millennium. 

“ Up,  Guards,  and  at  them.”  Organize  your  churches 
into  great  Prohibition  regiments  and  these  regiments  into 
a great  army.  With  God  as  our  Leader,  as  He  is  the 
Head  of  His  Church,  what  could  withstand  the  combined 
force  of  His  people  in  their  war  against  this  old  oppressor 
of  mankind?  He  is  “The  Lord  of  Hosts.” 

THEY  HAVE  NO  COMFORTER. 

Solomon  says  that  these  oppressed  “ had  no  comforter.” 
Seeing  he  says  it  twice  in  the  same  verse,  he  must  have 
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considered  it  not  only  true  but  sorrowfully  true ; a matter 
worthy  of  attention  on  the  part  of  merciful  men. 

Some  will  say,  “Ah,  well,  it  is  true,  men  may  be  so 
selfish  or  so  inconsiderate  as  to  do  nothing  to  comfort 
these  oppressed,  but  we  must  remember  that  there  is  a 
Ood  who  can  and  always  does  comfort  them  that  trust  in 
Him,  however  sorely  tried. The  drink  traffic,  more  than 
any  other  cause  of  sin,  can  present  us  with  instances  where 
even  our  Father  above  cannot  comfort.  Look  at  that 
young  man  lying  in  the  ditch,  dead — dead  through  drink. 
While  you  and  I are  discussing  the  question  of  responsi- 
bility respecting  the  taking  off  of  this  man,  an  old  decrepit 
woman  comes  hobbling  along  with  the  aid  of  her  staff. 
Throwing  herself  on  that  dead  body,  she  kisses  his  un- 
washed face  and  strokes  his  dishevelled  hair,  crying,  “Oh, 
my  boy,  my  poor  boy,  could  I only  have  died  for  thee,  my 
poor,  poor,  dead  boy.  I often  warned  him  and  pleaded 
with  him  not  to  touch  liquor,  but  he  laughed  at  my  fears. 
He  was  witty  and  he  was  a good  singer,  and  all  the  people 
liked  him,  and  when  he  was  invited  to  their  suppers  he 
said  the  judge  drank,  and  the  mayor  drank,  and  it  was  the 
minister’s  daughter  who  asked  him  to  drink  wine  with 
her.  So  if  they,  why  not  he  drink  wine^  Oh,  my  boy, 
my  poor,  dear  boy.” 

Perhaps  you  say : “ Well,  mother,  do  not  grieve  so. 
God’s  grace  will  be  given  you.  God  is  able  to  strengthen 
you.  He  will  take  you  to  himself  ere  long  where  there 
are  no  tears.  Look  to  God.  He  is  your  friend  and 
support.” 

She  replies  : “ I know  that  He  is  my  Lord  and  He  will 
take  me  home  to  heaven  when  life’s  troubles  are  over,  but 
how  about  my  boy,  my  poor  boy  ? The  Book  says,  ‘ No 
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drunkard  shall  inherit  the  kingdom.’  Oh,  my  poor,  poor 
boy ! ” 

I tell  you,  there  is  no  comfort  for  that  poor  soul.  There 
can  be  none  until  death  severs  the  bonds  which  tie  us  to 
each  other  here.  ‘‘  They  had  no  comforters.” 

We  stopped  our  ship  in  the  Pacific  Ocean  on  the  holy 
Sabbath — New  Year’s  morn — to  put  down  into  the  depths 
of  the  sea  a young  man  who  had  died  during  the  night 
with  delirium  tremens,  leaving  a widowed  mother  in  the 
old  country.  Tell  me  how  that  mother  is  to  be  comforted 
when  she  learns  how  her  boy  died  1 Oh,  this  liquor  devil 
is  so  Damnable  ” that  its  doings  are  sometimes  beyond 
the  power  of  God’s  grace  to  heal  its  deadly  wounds  in 
oven  innocent  hearts.  How  deep  these  arrows  pierce 
when  even  the  blessed  balm  of  divine  love  cannot  wholly 
heal  them  ! 

Oh,  if  any  cause  on  earth  ever  called  aloud  for  mighty 
effort  on  the  part  of  loyal  lovers  of  God  and  men,  it  is 
this  cause.  In  God’s  name,  let  us  arise  and  destroy  this 
oppressor  and  slaughterer  of  mankind. 


Heaven  expects  this  day  every  one  to  do 
his  duty. 
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